
STORY OF II
FIEND'S WIFE,

Mrs, Etlinger's Recital of His
Nature Reads Like a

Dime Novel.

i*Bill Was Not Crazy but Mad,
and What Could a Wife

Do?" She Said.

Intrenched in His Home, He Breathed
Curses of Defiance Until

Burned Out Like a Rat.

SHOTS FROM A CHURCH STEEPLE.

A Vivid Description of the Mob's En¬
deavors to Capture the Wretch,

and His Final Surrender
and Tragic End.

Beliefonte, Pa., March 8..The day of rest

In the little village of Woodward was a day

devoted to a discussion of the tragic events

which resulted In the death by his own

hand of the desperado, William Etllnger.
Even Mrs. Etllnger, to whom the desper¬

ado claimed his trouble was due, could

find but few words of charity for her hus¬

band, and when asked of his career and

tragic fight to death, her expressions of

tenderness were overshadowed by words

of bitterness. She is a plucky little wo¬

man, of medium height, bright eyes, round

face and frank expression, who uses crude

language and is perfectly frank in talking
of her own career. Her home has always
been in the mountains, and her parents
have lived in peace with their neighbors.

She was the second wife of Etlinger, and

until he attempted to drag her to eternity
with him, she was a devoted wife. Her

description of the events leading to the

tragedy, as exciting as any in the McCoy-
Hatfield feud, was given in as simple
words as if she were reciting the incidents

of a neighborhood dispute.
ETLINGER'S QUEER NOTIONS.

Although her husband was regarded as

being always quarrelsome, a bully among
his neighbors, a dangerous man when

aroused, she said his nature was due to

his belief that every hand was turned

against him. Feeling thus, he frowned on

all he met, he cursed children at play,
was surly when he met those he knew

and was always ready for fight. That was

his bad side, and his wife says it grew

worse and worse until not a man would

call her husband friend, and she was prac¬

tically an outcast.
Etlinger's good side, as his wife de¬

scribed it, was his skill as a workman. He

was a mechanical genius, who could make

with crude tools the most intricate Imple¬
ments, and who could design just thp right
thing to meet the emergency. On account

of his skill his services were sought by
men who despised him, but he preferred
to work for his own enjoyment, except to

the extent required to earn a living.
HIS MECHANICAL GENIUS.

One of his hobbies was to make guns,
and the collection included the fourteen
rifles with which he defended himself
when barricaded. He was fond of his
handiwork in making Instruments of death,
and Mrs. Etllnger gave a strong indication
of his character when she said that after
he had prepared a dynamite trap to blow
up intruders in his home he chuckled with
delight over the probability of murdering
his neighbors.
"He was mad, Bill was," said the grief-

stricken wife. "Not crazy, but mad, be¬
cause he thought every hand was turned
against him."
Then she went on to tell how Etllncer

had quarrelled with her father, Benjamin
Bender, and how her husband had nearly
scalped the old man. She carefully re¬

frained from saying that her husband's
treatment of her had been the cause of
the dispute, and as to the merits of the
quarrel she would make no comment. The
result of It was that Etllnger, then known
as the desperado of Centre County, was

arrested, though afterward released on bail,
ball.

WOULDN'T STAND TRIAL.
"But Bill thought every one was against

him," said his wife, "so he wouldn't stand
trial. He went to the mountains and then
all the folks got down on him worse."
"And you were blamed for aiding him?"

Mrs. Etllnger was asked.
"Yes," she said, "but what could I do?

1 couldn't see him starve, so I took him
food. I wouldn't have been a wife if I
^hadn't done It."
He stayed in the mountains during the

day, it was explained, returning to his
home at night, and barricading every door.
.He bored holes in the walls of his home
through which to shoot should he be at¬
tacked, and he prepared bombs to throw
into the attacking party. During this
period, his wife declared that his hatred

of the neighborhood, of the human race

and everything in life increased. He cher¬
ished the belief that all were against
him until he was a demon, and was ac¬

tually despondent because he could devise
no way of killing men by the score rather
than singly.
"I knew there would be trouble," said

the wife, "when I heard that John Barner
was going to arrest Bill, for Bill said he
wouldn't be taken alive."
Continuing, she explained how Barney

went to the house on Thursday with two
deputies, C. G. Motz and John Hoffman.
Etlinger saw them approach and called his
wife and two children, a boy of two years
old and a girl of four to the second floor.
Mrs. Etlinger and her children, crying for
fear and almost frantic, were sent by the
husband to a rear room, and he muttered
curses as Constable Barner knocked at the
door. Then the brave constable kicked in
a panel, and stooping to crawl through his
head was made a target by Etlinger, and a

charge of buckshot killed him instautly.
FATAL SHOT MADDENED HIM.

""*~

The fatal shot, Mrs. Etlinger declared,
drove her husband to frenzy. He was a

madman, cursing himself, his wife and his
neighbors. When Mrs. Etlinger screamed In
terror he told her to be quiet or he would
kill her, too, and then In fright she
crouched In a corner of her bedroom while
her husband fired shot after shot, wounding
Prank Geiswhite from a window opposlio,
and frightening the five hundred Inhabi¬
tants of the town as If an attack had been
made by an Invading enemy of the coun¬

try.
"When I peeped through the holes for his

rifle that Bill bad made," said Mrs. Etlin¬
ger, "I could see our neighbors, and I knew
from their looks that they were going to
kill Bill and I wanted him to give up, but
he wouldn't and he cursed awfully. Then
I said he would have to let me and the
childxen go, and when I told him this he
put hobbles on my ankles and a gag in my
mouth so I couldn't scream. After awhile
he took the gag off, but he still kept the
hobbles on my feet, and I couldn't have got
out if I wanted to, and it wouldn't have
been safe anyway, for the crowd was very
angry."
During the beginning of the fusilade,

Mrs. Eltinger explained that she and the
children huddled together on the top floor
of their home. Bullets were crashing
through the windows and were peppering
the sides of the house continually. The wife
did not know what moment a piece of lead
would find its way through a crevice to end
her life, and to add to this terror, was that
caused by the fury of her husband, who
seemingly without fear of death raved in
anger and fired shot after shot from his
best rifles. Finally when the wife had
pleaded for her children, the desperado led
the way to the cellar for greater safety.
The arrival of Sheriff Condo from Belle-

fonte, who in answer to an apppeal had
made haste cn a special train with a posse
of sixteen men, was the first thing, the
women says, tbat cooled the bravado of
the desperado. When he caught sight of
the Sheriff he exclaimed:

THE SHERIFF SCARED HIM.
"I'm done for now, but I'll kill as many

as I can before I die."
From that time until the house was fired

to drive out the desperado, Mrs. Etlinger
knows nothing except that her husband's
rage increased and he was wilder in his
curses and denunciations. The fusilade
was directed from every side and was kept
up continually from the first attack on
Thursday until the house was fired on
Friday afternoon.
"We all kept in places of safety," said

Robert Caldwell, a lumberman living near
Woodward, yesterday, "for we knew that
Etlinger was a good shot antl that he
would send a bullet into the head of any
man he could. We concealed ourselves be¬
hind stumps, trees and fences and every
man was mighty careful to keep himself
outside the range of Etllnger's bullets."
One of the points used for protection, Mr.

Caldwell explained, was the Evangelical

i.r

The Death of Etlinger.
(Prom a sketch furnished by an eye witness.J

The man whose wife declared yesterday that he was not crazy but mad, in¬
trenched himself In his house at Woodward, Pa., and held at bay a posse of citi¬
zens for nearly two days who had gone to arrest him for the murder of a Constable.
This sketch shows Etllnger a moment after he had been driven out of his house by
the flames. He carried a gun in his left hand and a revolver in his right. When
ordered to surrender he slowly raised his right hand, placed the muzzle of the
revolver to his temple and fired. He then sent a second bullet into his body which
finished him. The picture of Btlinger on the left side is from his latest photographby J. W. Morse, at Bellefonte, Pa.

Church, within one hundred feet of Etling-
er's home. This is a little frame house
with a steeple, In which there is a bell. It
was stated by Mr. Caldwell that one of
the neighbors climbed to the church steeple
and from this point shot round after round
from his Winchester rifle. Others sought
safety behind the house of worship, ap¬
pearing only to lire and then retreating to
cover. The desperado at bay evidently
learned of this, for on the side of the

church next his house are the marks of
many rifle balls, which he evidently fired.
Mr. Crawford and other citizens at Wood¬

ward seem to-day to give great credit to
Sheriff Condon for his strategy in arrang¬
ing to have Etlinger's house fired and thus
ending the siege. It was learned, too, that
James Cornelius, who crept up to the house
of Etlinger and started the blaze, is to re¬
ceive $300 from the Sheriff for the work. Cor¬
nelius wormed his way to the workshop of

The Church Usea as a Point of Vantage.
Situated but a short distance from Etlinger's house is the Evangelical Church.Thither one of the invaders repaired and sought a position In the steeple for the

purpose of shooting the madman if the opportunity presented itself. The black spots
on the side of the building indicate the fusillade of bullets coming from Etlinger'sfortress.

Etlinger without being noticed. Then on his
hands and knees he crept to the corner of
Etliuger's house and with a pine pitch knot
soaked in kerosene as a torch he started
the blaze.
This kind of attack was unexpected to

Etlinger, so his wife said to-day, and when
he finally heard the Are crackle and saw

the smoke and blaze he gave vent to fury
in the bitterest curses. He then made a

proposition that shows the desperation of
the man; that is, that he should shoot her
and that she should shoot him simultan¬
eously. He made the suggestion with a de¬
moniac laugh, and he added:

"I'll set the children out now."
As he said this he grasped his boy by

one arm and his girl' by the other, and
was about to set them outside the cellar
door when the thought evidently came to
him that if he showed his head outside it
would be filled with lead as quickly as two
hundred triggers could be pulled.
"Put them out yourself," he said to the

then fired another bullet into his head and
feJJ dead.
The people of Woodward are still angry

because Etlinger cheated them of the re¬

venge they had hoped for. They wanted
to lynch him and his suicide spoiled plans
they formulated from the time the refugee
sought seclusion in the mountains. The
people of the village and of the entire
Penn valley, in which it is situated,
are usually of a most peaceful turn
of mind, but Etlinger worked them into a

fury that has not yet subsided. To under¬
stand this feeling it must be remembered
that the people of Woodward, being far
back In the mountains, have few subjects
to talk about, and as a result the despe¬
rado, Etlinger, has been their most im¬
portant theme for conversation since he
became a terror in the region. The village
is six miles from the Bellefonte & Lewis-
burg branch of the Pennsylvania Railroad,
and is at the end of the seven-mile Nar¬
rows, famous as a point of the old State
road, in which many murders have been
committed.

A POINT OF VANTAGE.
Etllnger's house was at the end of the

Narrows and his garden extended back into
the mountain. This gave him the advan¬
tage of an easy retreat. The path that led
to. the mountains, when he wanted to es¬

cape officers of the law, was used yesterday
as the road over which his body was con¬

veyed to an unmarked grave. To-day being
the only day of the week when the busy
people of the region are at leisure, many
curious persons went to see Etllnger's
grave, notwithstanding the efforts of those
who had buried him to keep his burial place
secret. This precaution was thought neces¬

sary for fear the desperado's body would
be disinterred and hanged from a tree.

AN UNMARKED GRAVE.
The grave was left without a mound to

prevent discovery, but it was found by the
curious and was visited by nearly all the
people of the village. Not even a stone has
been raised to mark the burial spot, and
as soon as leaves fall over it the place will
be forgotten. '

Neither Mrs. Etlinger nor Etllnger's
brother, who lives in Woodward, would
have anything to do with the funeral, so
his body was placed iu a rough box made
with four boards. Etllnger's brother was
as much down on the desperado as any
other man In the region, and was one of
the spectators who watched the bombard¬
ment of the house and cheered the attack¬
ing party.
The statement of Mrs. Etlinger to the ef¬

fect that her husband had a box of poison
which he had intended placing in the
springs and wells of people in the village
is generally credited at Woodward. Nearly
all the people of the village get their water
from springs and it would have been an

easy matter for a man of the cunning of
Etlinger to place the poison in the water.
The belief that this was one of his plans
for revenge on the people he thought
against him has created general satisfac¬
tion because he is out of the way.
It is also believed here that the plot to

place dynamite bombs under the carpet of
the first floor is true, and that he had
made arrangements so that he could ex¬

plode the bombs from the cellar. It was

reported that he intended to wait until
a crowd of his neighbors were in the
house looking for him, and then send them
to eternity along with himself.

DYNAMITE IN HIS CELLiAR.
The continual exploding of dynamite

while the house was burning is explained
by the discovery that Etlinger had a small
well in the floor of his cellar in which he
stored the explosive. There was enough
of it there, it is said, to have blown up a

dozen houses. Nearly all the people of the
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A TRUANT HUSBAND
PREVENTS^ WEDDING,

John Marshall Now Stands in tha
Way of Two Lovers'

Happiness.
He Married Fair Lilian Frost and

Then Deserted Wife and Child
in Brooklyn.

EFFORTS BEING MADE TO FIND HIM.

As Soon as the Young Mother Can Gain
Her Freedom She Will Marry

Samuel Gibson, of
Staten Island.

Pretty eighteen-year-old Mrs. Lilian Mar¬
shall, formerly of Brooklyn, and now re¬
siding with Mrs. Haywood, of Livingston,
S. I., is extremely anxious to learn the
whereabouts of her husband, John Mar¬
shall, who was last heard of at Colum¬
bus, O.
A certain substantial Ice merchant of

Staten Island, named Samuel Gibson, Is
equally anxious that John Marshall
may be located, in the pleasant anticipa¬
tion if not stepping into his shoes, at least
of binding himself in similar fetters to
those which now chafe and Impede the
hymenial aspirations of the deserted young
matron.
Three years ago John Marshall, then a

fine looking fellow of thirty-fire years of
age, claiming to come from the South,
took up the best quarters in Mrs. Van
Dyke's apartment house on Hicks street,
Brooklyn. He so ingratiated himself with
his landlady that she extended to him the
hospitality of her family pew in Bethel
Church.
Fifteen-year-old Lilian Frost, whose

mother kept a laundry in Fulton street,
was about the prettiest girl In the Bethel
congregation, and Marshall, becoming;
much attracted by her obtained an Intro¬
duction from Mr. Van Dyke, and Imme¬
diately began to pay Lilian marked atten¬
tion.
She taught In Sunday school, and tha

susceptible Southerner helped her each
Sunday afternoon in her task of teaching
the lesson of heavenly love to her young
pupils. Meanwhile he made considerable
progress in the Inculcation of the earthly
article In the heart of the comely teacher.

MARRIED HIS VICTIM.
The lover's laundry was taken from the

heathen Chinee who had hitherto operated
upon it and transferred to the kindly ofTlces
of fair Lilian's mother. So started the
romance which was to wreck the young
girl's life.

Lilian's unfortunate condition was dis¬
covered by her mother, and under threat
of arrest the man was coerced Into marry¬
ing the young girl. They never, however,
lived happily, and shortly after the cere¬
mony the flashy husband disappeared, leav¬
ing his girl wife and a baby boy destitute
except for the kindness of her mother. In
a Uttle while the infant died, and when the
tears had left the distressed wife's cheeks
she found herself a grass widow still In her
teens.
Advertisements were Inserted In news¬

papers all over the country In the effort to,
trace the truant husband, but in vain.
Five years ago Mrs. Marshall removed to

Mrs. Etlinger and
She was manacled by her husband, and with her two

while he remained below to keep the enraged citizens from

Het Two Children.
boys was forced to retreat to the top floor of the house,
breaking in and ar resting him.

mother, and then he looked at her hobbled
feet and chuckled at the thought that she
could uot move. She was standing near

him and he dropped to his knees to free
her ankle. He freed only one hobble and
cominauded her to place the children out¬
side the doorway.
"He wanted me to return," she said to¬

day, "but I then resolved that for the
sake of my children I would escape."
She says she carried a child in each arm

up the cellar stairway and that when she
appeared the firing for the moment ceased.

"BILL SHOT AT ME."
"It was a terrible moment," she said.

"The people outside wefe mad, for they
thought I had thrown dynamite bombs out
of a window, and behind Bill was telling
me to come back, or he would shoot me.

I let the children go, and they ran away
hand in hand. Then I started to follow
and Bill shot at me."
An angry dispute took place among the

crowd at the woman's appearance. Some
thought Mrs. Etlinger should be allowed to
go in peace, others urged that as she had
tried to kill by throwing dynamite, she
should be summarily dealt with. In the
confusion Mrs. Etlinger was hurried away.
Attention was directed to Etlinger, who
was driven from his refuse by the smoke
and flames. He carried in his left hand a

rifle and in his right a revolver.
A FIEND'S TRAGIC END.

When asked by Sheriff Condon to surren¬

der he raised bis hands as if to do so, and
as the right, with the revolver pointed at
his head, reached the level of his temple, he
pilled the trigger, staggered a moment,

It is well to get clear of a Bad Cough or Cold
the first week, but it is safer to rid yourself of
it the first forty-eight hours.the proper remedy
for the purpose being Dr. Jayne's Expectorant.
Easy to take and eftactual.Jayne's Painless

Sanative Fills. *e~

town went to see the ruins to-day and
the dynamite well was examined with curi¬
osity. When the dynamite exploded it tore
up the ground all around, leaving a deep
hole.
It was determined to-day that the fun¬

eral of Constable Barner, who was killed
by Etlinger, shall be held to-morrow. The
people from all the region will attend, and
the funeral will probably be the largest in
the history of the locality.
Although Barner is said to have had a

personal spite against Etlinger, the only
view taken of his murder was that he was
killed while perfoi ming official duty, from
which any but a brave man would have
ghirked.

MR. WATTSON LIKELY TO LIVE.

Still in a Critical Condition, but the Sur¬
geons Are Very Hopeful.

The condition of William G. Wattson, su¬

perintendent of the West Shore Railroad,
who was shot on Thursday last by Detec¬
tive Clifford, at Weehawken, is improving.

It was said yesterday at Roosevelt Hos¬
pital, where he has been since he was in¬
jured, that the surgeons have great hopes
of his recovery. He is still, howevgfr, in a

critical condition.

AUCTION The reason that The Journal
SALES makes a nominal charge of 10

cents a line for advertisements
inserted in its columns under the
classification of Auction Sales is
because it thinks that the great
majority of its readers value this
kind of advertising as semi-news.
Look at the auction columns and
see how they grow. The lead¬
ing auctioneers of the city ad¬
vertise in them.those who are
reliable. Advertisements under
this classification are repeated in
Das Morgen-Journal without
tra cost It you wish it.

Livingston, Staten Island, and at the house
of Mrs. Hayvvard she met Samuel Gibson.
Mutual love sprang up between the pair,
and when he popped the inevitable ques¬
tion, he was told the pitiful story of his
loved one's past. But his affection was too
strong to let this rob him of his eighteen-
year-old sweetheart. They became engaged
to be married, with the somewhat awl
ward proviso that Marshall must be four
and proceedings for divorce institute
against him, so that marriage to the fai
Lilian .might be possible.

LOOKING FOIt THE TRUANT.
Hence another flood of advertisements

has lately inundated the daily newspapers.
According to the statement of Mrs. Hay¬
wood. Mr. Gibson has spent hundreds of
dollars in his efforts to locate the husband
of his promised wife.
Mrs. Marshall herself was perfectly wil¬

ling to talk of her domestic affairs yester¬
day. She said: "Yes, it is true that I am
to marry Mr. Gibson if I can free myself
from the man who ruined me when ft

flfteen-year-old girl. I am now companion
to Mrs. Haywood, who has treated me

very kindly. Mr. Gibson is a friend of hers
and a constant visitor. We naturally saw

a great deal of each other and when he
proposed marriage I gladly accepted him."
Mrs. Marshall is a tall and graceful girl,

looking not a day older than her age, and
it only needs the discovery of the man -who
married and deserted her three years ago
to make the hearts of Lilian and Samuel
as happy as any two with but a single
thought, that beat as one amid the sylvan
glades of Staten Island.

Fought vritli His Nel(hbor.
Edward Marshall, a longshoreman, was

locked up in the Oak Street Police Station
charged with assaulting hi^s neighbor. John
Morrisey, another longshoreman, of No. 19
Cherry .street. The two men got Into &
tight while drinking together.


